CAST OF CHARACTERS.

MARGARET GRAEME, social
favorite, drops society to study
law and becomes secretary to
District Attorney Halloran.

JOHN LEONARD, explorer, en-

ed to Mar,

CHARLES MOREHOUSE HAL-
LORAN, the district attorney.

EDWIN MARTEL, whese father
has left his money to charity,
friend of Leonard’s. i

ELSIE DRAYTON, young artist,
engaged to Martel

MRS, WIGGS, janitress of stu.
dio building in which Elsie
lives.
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VER BUTTERFLY,"“SAL-
LY SALT,” “THE BLACK
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NOVELIZED FROM THE SE.
RIES OF PHOTOPLAYS OF THE
SAME NAME RELEASED BY
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[Corrighe. rerk by M. Wike Wiendess )
|salls with me at 2 In the moming. 1
ished, noting her alr of boredom. “But

|I'm telling it to you to show that if 1
|go out of my way to help A mere ac-
| quaintance llke Edwin Martel, I'm will-
Ing to go H times deeper to help you out
of the foolish mess you'va got yourself
.'Into by this political job with Halloran.”
“You talk as if [ weren't able to shape
my own life,” she snapped, vexed by his
manner, “as if I were some irresponsible
child.”
! “You are,” he agswered. “You're a
child playing with toys you deon't under-
rtand and whose danger must be shown
| to you by someone who has your welfare
|at heart. Margaret, I've seldom asked a
favor of you. But—dear, give up this
silly ambition. Don’t accept Halloran's
offer. You can’t realize what It—"*
I 1 stil] seldomer ask a favor of you,"
she broke In lrondeally. "Give up this
]sllly expedition to Brazil. Don't accept

EIGHTH STORY.

Margaret Graeme had amazed her
friends by dropping out of the social
wnorld for a time., and returning to it
with the queer statemen: that ehe had
been taking a course in law

People wondersd what John - Leonard
would think of this freak on the part of
the pretty but strong-willed girl to whom
he had so long been engaged,

But Leonard was not given to alring
his ovinions for the benefit of the pub-
lic. Moreover, he was used to Margaret's
eccentric waye, Indeed, he had tolerated
them In a half-amused fashion ever aince
he and she had been chililren together.

Then, too. he had new irterests of his
own, just then. tnat so absorbed him as
10 leave lLittle time or thought for lesser
matiers

The Explorers club, of which he was
A member, was orgnnisinz an expedition
nto the unpopulated hint:rlands of Hra-
gil—an expedition which Leonard had

largely financed and which he was 1o
lead

Preparations for this six months’ ab-
sence from New York engrossed his

whole attention for weeks. At length all
was ready, and his passoge was booked
en a Brazil-boundd steam«r which was to
eall at 2 a. m. on New Year's day.

In the early afternoon of New Year's
Eve, Leonard called at the Graeme house
to say good-by to Margaret. He had
hoped to spend his last evening with her,
before starting on the journey. But there
were =till a dozen “lats things” to attend
to before saillng. s0o he made hlg coll
earlier in the day.

He found Margaret In the Hving-room |
of her father's home, waltlig for him
with an eagerncss she had not shown

toward his visits for many a long day.
For a momert he folt consclence-
gtricken at thouzht of golng away for a
half vear from a pirl who ecemed to
love him so dearly But Margaret's first
ds unideceived him
atulate me'® she exclaimed.

“I've just had the most wonderful bit of
lnck. | was afraid you wouldn't call be-
fore I had to go out. And I wanted to

tell vou'!"
*What s the wonderful news? he
asked gaily, masking his chagrin that

ber zreeting was so impersonal and that

she had thought of golng out on this.
Iret afternoon he coulid be with her
*What has happened? Have they de-

cided to admit you to the.bar, after only
seven monthe of law study? Or,”" a shade
ef hopn In his volce, "have you decided

to masrv me today and come to Brazfl
with me?"

“Neither of those miracles has hap-
pened.” she told him. “But something

better than either or both of them. Mr

Halloran hsas promised to make me his
secretary! Think of that®

*I'm trying to think of it.*" said Leon-
ard in pe

#enes o me

uld a well-to-do
girl want to be any in's secretaryr—and
deprive some needy zirl of a geod joh.
And, who Is ‘Mr. Halloran? ™

“Who !a Mr. Halloran™ she echoed,
noring his first’ questinn “Next you'll
be asking “Wha {z Theodore Roorsvelt?
or ‘Who s Andrew Carnegie? Don't you
read the paprrs at all? Or has that silly
Erazil rxpedition taken up all vour mind?
Mr.

sk

Charles Morchousee Halloran, my
ignorant friend, Is the new district at-
torney who wias slected last November
and who takes office tomcrrow morning.
And—""

“Oh!"  grunted Leonard in dlsgust.
*That Ha'loran™*
“Well? she snapped. “You needn‘t

speak of him os If he were an asheart
driver. He in one of the most brilliant
erimina! lawyerzs in America and every-
body says he will be governor or United
Statrg seantor some day He—"

“He is one of the most unscrupulous
and corrupt machine politiclacs in the
eity."” contradicted Leonard “And f
he ever rizses to a higher office, he'll get
it in the same way and for the rame
purpose as he got the district attorney-
ship—through graft and for graft "

"“You shan't sprak 80 of him!"” sald the
Eirl, sharply. *“Mr. Halloran ‘s a friend
of mine, amdl of father's, too. And 1
wont hear him villified, even by you.”

“But he—""

“He apprecicteas my ability and my am-
bitions for a career'” she hurried on.
enthusiastically. ""He is going to make
me hig secretary, and to help me show
what a woman can do when for once she
fs given a falr chance ™

“A falr chance for what?' demanded
Leonard, In some Irritation. ““To become
the instrument of a soclal system that e
#0 merciless and so unjust that it be-
longs in the Fifteenth century rather
than in the Twentleth? Don't take up
that sort of work, Margaret
it. It's not euited to any woman. Least
of all to a woman who has been brought

up as you have!"

“Isn't {t?" she sneered. I suppose you
have the fossil old idea that a woman's
place is in the home?

“If there is a nobler place than the
home, I don't know where it 1s.” he re-
turned. “But I'm not Iinsieting that
women stay there. They have ventured
into a thousand honorable flelds of en-
deavor. But the position of secretary to
the district attorney isn't one of them.
Certainly not for you, dear. You have no
right to—"

“I have a right to do as I please.’

“You have not,” Me denled. *“No one
has. Edwin Martel's father thought he
‘had a right to do as he pleased.’ So he

money to charity inastead of leav-
ing It to the son he had never trained to
earn a living. And, as a result of his
father's injustice, Martel Is dead broke.”

“I'm not interested |n your friend Ed-
win Martel. [—

“But I am,” Interrupted Leonard. "I'm

shaping his plans for the

I made him the offer today and

accepted it I'm to meet him at

¥'e at half past eleven tonight to
instructions,

him his final and he
this doesn’t interest you,” he fin-
x

“But it doesn’t make

Don't do |

ithe Explorers’ club offer.’”

“What?* he demanded, taken aback.
“You'd have me give up my Brazll trip?
Surely, you're not in earnest? Why, it
means my whole career.”

“So doeg this secretaryship mean my
whole career,” sald Margaret. “You aek
me to give it up. Yet when I ask the
same kind of sacrifice from you—'

““As vou wiah,” he declded, compressing
his lips. “I agree. Give up this job and
I will resign my leadership of the Brazil
expedition. It Is a bargain."

“You're—you'ra Joking.” she exclaimed,
utterly taken aback.

“I am In earrest,”” he corrected. *“It
len*t ‘a thing to jole about—the spoiling
of a man's carecr and—""
| “Then why do it?'

“It scems the only
from this crazy plan of yours '

“It is not!" she flamed. “And there is
no way to turn me from this wonderful
| thance that has come to me. I'm not
I going to make any such absurd bargaln

way to save you

as you suggest. I won't.”

“Margaret!” he begged, ‘‘be sensible
[ ask only—"

“You have no right to ask anything.

You are not my master.'™

“I am the man you have promised to
marry."”

“I didn't know I was making that
promise to a petty tyrant who would try
to make a houschold drudge and a slave
lof me and strangle all my aspirations,”

l “Margaret.*”

“But since vou aren't content with me
jas T am,” she raged on. “and since vou
1rnn't appreciate my alms and hopes—
why—why—here!™

She stripped the engagement ring from
her left hand and held it out to him.

“What do vou mean?' he aszked bewll-
Iden-d.

“T mean that you seem to regard an
engngement ring ae a fetter. to make me
vour slave. [ refuse to wenr fetters
Take 1t!™

He stood staring at her In amaze His
lack of edbmprehension =erved to Increase
her anzer. Witk a childish, petulant ges-
ture she flung the ring to the floor at
his feat.

“That is o1y answer to the man who
tries to cramp my life” she sald hotly,
"“That ehould be anv self-respocting
iwuman's answer to a man who would
cclip the wings of her spirit and tie her
idown to a home.”

He made no move to pick up the ring
that glittered on the ruz at his feet. But
| the bewilderment faded from his face to
| be succeeded by a look of almost phyasl-
| cal
At

paln,
the

l.ong ard earnestly he guzed
H willful girl, whn returned his
| Blance so flercely. Then he said. very
| slowly:
! “I am going now,
| from ‘me In any

You will not hear
way for more than six
| months But some day 1 shall come
ek to you. And by that time sharp
cxperlence will have brought you to your
serges. [ would have saved wvou from
| that experience If T could. 1 love you."
} He left the room and the house with-
jout so much as a backward glance.

| Margaret stared after him—at first in
|anger; then (neredulously. Presently a

smile wreathed her lips—the smile of a
Inaighty child who wants to be forgiven,

She took an Impulsive step toward the
| doorway through which he had vanlshed,
!i'nunlm:. =he picked up the discarded
ring and gazed wistfully at it

“Come back.” she called moftly.

But John Leonard had passed out of
liearing. And, realzing this. Margaret
#ank Into a chair, burying her face in her
kands. .

Little by little her remorse marged into
resentment at the memory of Leonard's
| behavior. Then, by sheer will power she
|thrust Teonard himself from her mem-
ory. The district attorney-elect was to
‘dine with her father and herself. Later
!Halloran and ehe were planning to look
on at the New Year's Eve revels In one
of the hig restaurants,

It was to be a folly eveninz, and Mar-
garet was resolved to look her very pret-
tiest, for the benefit of her new employer.
Red eyes and an aching heart do not
add to a girl's attractiveness. So Mar-
garet declded to do away with hoth these
defects by putting leonard out of her
mind—for the present at least,

And. foreing herself to forget the scene
that had fust ended, she prepared (with
what gay spirits she could summon up)

for the New Year's Eve frollc.
- - - - -

“Edwin Mnartel," Leonard had once
sald, «"is a living proof that luck Is the
very worst thing in the world—for the
fellow who hasn't got it.”

And he was right. Born and brought
up to the ldea that he was to Inherit a
gocdly fortune, Martel found himself cast
en the world at twenty-five, without a
dollar. without a trade or profeesion or
|the habit of working for a livellhood,
and with a set of expensive habita that
he could no longer gratify.

The man was strong, willlng, eager to
learn, But for lack of the right equip-
ment, he was barely able to pick up the
maost precarious sort of a living.

The chance to go with Leonard to Bra-
zil came to him as a godsend. He wasx
not only out of work and at the very end
of his resources, but he was also engaged
to be married.

Elefe Drayton, whom h= had met at n
dance, was probably the werst bit of
ll-luck of all that had befallen Martel,
Bhe was a high-strung, |li-disciplined girl
who had come to New York to study art,
and In whom the artistic temperament
erowded out any natural common sense
she may have had,

She had fallen in love with the good-
looking Martel at sight. and had de-
liberately set out to make him propose
to her. As she was pretty and as he wae
young and lonely and susceptible, she
had easily succeeded in this effort.

Martel was in love with her—or thought
he was, which amounts to almost the
same thing. But nine-tenths of their mu-
tual love was on her side.

Hig engagement made the man all the
more anxious to earn a living that would
support a wire. Hence his joy at
Leonard’'s offer. Yet, knowing Elsie's
hysterical devotion for him, he dreaded
to tell her of the job that would en
& half-year's absence from her: -2

mar=

thought it might lead to an earlier

riage than his former prospects had war-
ranted

But the news must be broken to her
soon or late. 8o, finishing his.rather
meager packing, and having an hour or
80 to spare before mesting Leonard at
Dorley's restaurant, he made up his mind
to have the ordeal over with, and to
tell his tidings and say good-by at the
same time.

Accordingly, somewhat late in the even-
ing, he left his own lodgings and suit-
case in hand, set forth for the studio
street in which Elsje Drayton lodged.
Elsie's tiny apartment was in a rar-
shackle bullding devoted to cheap atellers
and presided over by an ugly and elderly
janitress, Mrs. Wiggs by name,

Mrs, Wigegs, from her own gquarters at
the end of the hall, heard Martel's foot-
steps on the stairs and peered out. See-
Ing Edwin halt at Elsle's door, she
nodded and returned to her room. She
knew of the engagement and was used
to seeing Martel call at the girl's apart-
ment.

Elsle, recognizing the knock, came run-
ning to the door to admit her lover,

“Oh, I'm so glad—so glad to see you!"
she greeted him. “I've been crying my
eves out becnuse I was afrald you were
going to let New Year's Eve go by with-
out coming to see me. [ thought it
meant you wete Zetting tired of me. |
tried to zet you on the telephone, but
I— What's In the suitcase?’ she broke
off her speech of welcome. “A New
Year's present for me?"’

“In—in a way a New Year's present

for hoth of us,” he evaded.

“For both of us?" she repeated. *“You
mean it's something for the house when
we get married?"

“"Not exactly,” he said, finding It hard
to come to the joint. *'I mean [t repre-
sents our chance-—-my chance to make
good and—""

“It must be a pretty sorrowful chance,”
she commented, "to judge_Ly your face.
Why, Ed, you look as If you'd lost your
best frlend. What's the matter, dear?"’

“1 want to tnlk something over with
you,” he gsald, setting down the sult-
cage In a corner of the room and coming
back to where she stood. “Something
that means a lot to us both.'

“Ed!" she insisted. “'Something horrl-
ble has happened. I can tell from your
face. What |5 1t

“Why, 1-"

“If it's money.”" she Intervened, “won't
you let me help you out? I got a chevk
tuday for that Harding sketch and I'm
ever g0 flush. 1'd love to lend you all
of It.'"

“Ldttle girl,” he sald, touched at hep
offer and taking her In his arms as he
spoke, “It's dear of you to want ta let
me have your money. But I haven't sunk
0w enouzh yet, to horrow from i woman,

And If 1T make goond on this expedition
I'll have cash to start life square. ['lI1—"

“"Expedition?’ she echoed. "“"What ex-
pedition?”

ie drew a long breath and nerved him-
self to go through with the explanation.

“I'm at the end of my resources.” he
began. “You Kknow that. I'm out of
work and with no chance to get a Job
that will pay me a marrying salary.”

“But—"'

“But 1 have an offer,” he hurrisd on.
“An offer that will mean everything to
me—to bath of us'’

“An offer? You mean an
job? Isn't that splendid?
"

“John Leonard has offered me a aplen-

awer of n
Tell me ahbout

did salary and a chuance for hig ad-
vance—Iif I'll Join his  expedition to
Brazil.”

“To Brazil?" zhe gasped.

“Yes. We sall at 2 o'clock tomorrow
morning.  With luck we ought to be back

here in six muntlisa or so. And—"

"I don’t think that's a very amusing
joke, Ed.”" she Interrupted. It lsn't nlce
to say things—even in fun—to frizhten
peaple.  Especizlly people who love vou,

It Isn't oa Joke he sald miserably,
"It's true. We eail at 2 o'clock. 1've

come to say good-by. I'm to meet Leonard |

at Dorlev's at half past eleven, to—""

“Ed!" she vried, aghast. “'You're not—
you're not in earnest?”

“Yes," he told her.
chance of a lifetime. Il mean we can
marry much sooner than we thought we
could. Perhaps as soon as 1 get back.
The salary—"'

But the girl cut short his explanation
by throwing her arms about his neck
and bursting Into a spasm of uncontrolled
weepnig.

“Fd!" she moaned brokenly. “You
can't—you can't—do this, You ean't mean
that vou are going away ta leave me

all alone! For more than half a vear,
too! Why, vou wouldn't do such a cruel
thing, dear! You wouldn't! I love you
§0°"

“Little girl!"" he sald. soothing her as
best he could, “don't take It that way,
Don’t, dear! Won't vou be sensible and
look on the other side of 1t? It means
an absence from you; but only so that
we can be together again, and so that
we can murry. Why, as things are now
we might have to walt for years before
I could get a marrying job. And this
trip will mean—""

“You shan't go!" she sobbed hysteri-
cally. *“You shan't do it! You asked me
to marry you. You made me love., And
now you want to desert me!""

“Don’t be so absurd!" he ecommanded,
his nerves raw. “You talk ns If T were
tryving to get rid of you instead of—'*

“And so you are! You are—"

“Instead of golng Into exile and peril
and hardship for your snke! I came here
to be strengthened and cheered for my
Journey. And instead vou nare taking
the heart all out of me, by—"

“That's right!" she cried shakily.
“Blame me! [Desert me and then hlame
me for {t! Oh, I wish [ was dead! Ed
Martel, If you loved me one atom you
couldn’t talk of going away from me
like this!"

“Lorl preserve us from a woman who
is determined to be a fool'" groaned
Martel. “'Elsle, for heaven's sake, pull
yourself together and try td help me in-
stead of belng a millstone around my
neck!"

“It's a millstone you're golng to cast
off,” she scoffed tearfully, *so what dif-
ference does {t make?"

“I'm not casting you off,” declared the
exasperated man. “I've trled to explnin
for the last half hour that I'm golng on
thig expedition only to help us get ahead
in the world—"

“To help yourself get rid of a ‘mlll-
stone.’ you mean' You are deserting me,
And Pou say as an excuse that it's for
my sake. Why don‘t ¥ou say out and out
that you hate me and that you are throw-
ing me over!"

“I'm not!" he denfed wearily. “I'm do-
Ing the only sane thing. A wife should
be a help to’ her hushand. What pros-
pect of happiness have you and I, if you
are golng to hamper me and hold me back
every time I get a chance for advance-
ment? Oh, can’'t you be seneible for
once, dear, and put your seifish wishea
and your hysteria in second place and try
to be an ald to me instead of a hin-
drance? Brace up, little girl, and be sane.
Don’t send me away with the memory of
a face all blotched with tears!"

“I'm not golng to send you away at
all?* shrilled Elsle, her high volee
pitched almost in a scream. “I'm not
Euing to let you leave me. You promised
to marry me. And now you want to de-
sert me. I'm golng to hold you to your
solemn promise, Ed Martel."”

Mrs. Wiggs, In her cubbyhole room at
the far end of the hall, paused In her
preparations for bed as the sound of the
tearful, angry volce reached her. The
old jaintress had few amusements in
life. The overhearing of a lovers' quar-

eld out chances of an Interesting

Ve
gll:'n. kicked off her flapping
slipp=rs, her door softly, and
dded, pussy-f. d, down the hall to-
ward Elsie's apartment. 8he halted as
near the apartment door as she
dmu:n deejt mw::nmxm noted
that growing noise of the New Year's
Eve celebration In the ‘blurred all

stray phrase. Mrs, Wigga could hear
the volces of the two lovers in angry dis-
pute; but she could catch none of Mar-
tel's worde and aggravatingly few of
Elsje’s,

“There is no use In keeping this up
any longer,” sald Martel. “We both say
what we'll be sorry for. And I don't want
my absence to b& marred by ugly mem-
orles like that. Since you won't under-
stand that I'm not a cur and deserting
you, T'll go now. I've barely time to
meet Leonard at Dorley's, as it Is. I'm
due there In five minutes, I've over-
stayed my _limit here. I'm sorry It's
been such % scene as this. Good-by,
Elsie. Try to think as kindly of me as
you can.”

He picked up the sultease. The frantic
glrl suddenly lost the last atom of her
shaky self-control. Flylng at him, she
selzed the sultcase and tried to tear it
away from him.

None too gently he pulled the sultcase
away from her. She lost her balance,
slipped on the polished floor and fell at
full length. He sprang to lift her to her
feet, but the half-crazed girl thrust him
from her, shrieking:

“Don't! Don't! You're killing me!"”

Mrs. Wiggs, hovering near the key-
with excitement. Apparently this
no mere quarrel, but a battle,

“Don't be foolish, dear,” plexded Mar-

: the revolver,

the door. *You are behaving like a
cranky baby, It lsn't worthy a grown
woman. Get up and stop acting so."
Somewhat roughly he drew her te her
fect; then turned to go. With a cry she
flung herself upon the sultcase. As he

tugged to get It away from her the
cateh slipped.
The bag flew open and its contents

were scattered broadeast. Collars, shirts,
underclothe«, brushes, necktles and coats
strowed the floor. At Martel's feet tum-
hled a revolver that had been rolled up
in his sweater at the bottom of the case.

Elsle caught sight of the fallen weapon,
Eefore Martel could stoop ghe had seized

It nnd was brandishing it above her
head

“If you don’'t promise not to desert
me—" ghe began.

“Dirap that thing, you lttle idiot!”" he
growled, catching her wrist in both hands
and, by a quick wrench, disarming her.
“Herojrs and hysterica don't mix well
with firearms. Tt
preking thet pistol at sll. 1 would have
left it behind, but my father gave It to
me and had my name carved on the
LTI E 8
And when
them—""

i

of the dialogue except now and then a | Martel!
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Don't let any woman go on jopened box. smoothed it out and ;hmold'.ln overture, “The Magic Flute™ Mo-

weeping when you can spare a moment's om"w the rumpled pages. News of the |Zart, by the college orchestra, under

sorrow.  That may sound sentimental.
But it's true. Tt's just 12 o'clock,”
Elancing again at his watch. “Bhe may
still be up.”

Ten minutes later Martel was climbing
the stairs he had descended a half hour
eprller—the stairs leading to E'sie's
apartment.

Meantime the girl had gradually recov-
ered from her swoon. Siiting up, dazed-
1y, she looked about her in vacant-eyed
amaze. Then she saw the sult case and
the scattered elothes on the floor. And,
wll at onee she remembered.

The man ehe adored had deserted her—
had left her all alone In the world. And
she cried aloud in angulsh and reawak-
cned grief.

The cry reached the ears of Mrs.

world—even very anclent news—is
welcome to people far awsy from civil-
ization.

And gcanning the smudged inner sheets,

came across & headline which
caught and riveted his horrified atten-
tion. The headline was:

MARTEL CONDEMNED TO DIE.
Slayer of Elsle Dravton Hentenced to
Electric Chalr.

Followed a New York “date line” and

the following abridged item:

“Edwin A. Martel was vesterday sen-
tenced by Judge Hinkle to die In the
electric chair during the week of March
M, for the murder of his sweetheart,
Elsle Drayton, an artist.

“Martel was engaged to be married to
Miss Drayton. On the evening of De-

Wiegs, who was winding her alarm clock
prior to getting into bed. The janitress
paused, set down the clock and reached
for some of her lately removed gar-
ments. Presumably, it was going to be

| worth while to dreas again and do a lttle

more eavesdropping.
Elsic's dilated eyes strayed from the
rultcase to something on a rug beside it.

Something that glinted queerly in the |

lnmplight. It was Edwin Martel's re-

hole, caught the words, and she thrilled | Volver.
was |

tel in a volee too low to reach beyond {1v: and her fingers clored around the

As though hypnotized by its glitter,
she continued to stare at {t. _ Presently
her hand went forward, almost stealth-

pistol butt. Here, to her Msorderd mind.
wos the full and final solution of her

| problem.

| worth lving.

serves me right f-)r|

I idon’t believe in carrying weapons, | from inside.

Martel had left her. And, in leaving,
he had taken away all that made life
Perhaps when he should
hear she was dead, he might be sorry.
From the grave she could sting him with
a barb of remorse.

This was his own pistol, too—this pis-
tol whose muzzle' felt so gratefully cool
agninst her fever-hot flesh.

Elsie let herself play morbidly with the
iden, as n child morbidly bites on a sore
tooth. She knew little of firearms. But
she had heard that if a trigger were
pressed hard enough—

She did not know just how hard one
needed to tug, before the pistol would
zo off. And, experimentally, she tight-
ened her forefinger arourd the trigger.

There wae a flash—a roar that rever-
herated through the whole lonse-doored
apartment—a pungent smoke cloud filled
the Iittle room.

Mre. Wiggs, half-dressed, heard the
report.  Flinging a long cloak around
her, she dashed down the hall. Outside
Flsie's door she pauscd. No sound came
Bhe was about 1o turn the

daffy girl gets hold of !knob, when It occurred to her that Mar-

tel, who had doubtlces fired the shot.

He finished the sentence with an ex- , might very possibly put a second bullet

pressive gesture of the hand that
Elsie misunderstood—or af-
fected to misunderstand—the movement,
And she screamed:
“Shoot me, then!
me.  1I've nothing to live for pnow."
“This ain't fust a scrap,”
Wigge, catching the shrill
beginning to-look like murder.
lord will give me blazes
kill each other here.”
Martel drepped the pletol into the slde
pocket of his cont. It was an old coat—
one he had donned for shiphoard wear.
And the pocket into which he thrust the
revolver was a pocket into which he
had once inadvertantly dropped a llghted

words, It's
The land-
it I let folks

clgarette.  Almost the entlre bottom of 1t
wus burned out

The pistol therefore slipped through and
fell ngain to the floaor. But this time it

landed ntop a cheap little fur rug whose
thickness deadened the fall, so that it
was unheard by Martel through the

clamnr of Flsle's raging volce

‘Shoot me'” she was sohbing “1'd
rather die than live. 1 swear I won't
Yve §f voy leave me! T oswear 0

The man  looked  hopelesaly at  the
fulvering girl Then his roving glance

fell upan a table elock. The hands point-

“And (t's theh,\

ed to 11:T—the very hour and minute he
w8 due to meet Leonard at Dorlev's
restnurant, a full ten minutes® walk dis-
tant.

“1f 1T don't get there an time,” he mut-
red, *he may thigk I'm not coming and
sail without me. I
Lo

]
{ He canght up the sultcase and started |,
heastily
at him again snd twined her fingers in |

to repack It

the case’s handie; go that nothing short
of painful force could loosen her grasp

“let go!" he pleaded. Oh, don't be
such a baby !

“1 won't let go'' she panted, dizzy
with the strain of her emotinns, e
won't' let you go, either' I-—7

Martel gave another despairing look
at the clock. Then relenaing his hold

on the suitcase he holted from the apart-
ment hefore Elsle could stop hlm or so
much as guees hils intent,

Elsle took a staggering step or two in
pirscit. But her knees eollapsed under
her. Her overwrought braln gave way,
She slumped to the fioor in a dead falnt

Mrs. Wiggs, In 4iead legt the entertain-
ing yuarrel should degenrate into a kiil-
Ing, had started toward her own room
to put on her slippers and go forth thenes
to summon aid. Thus she wholly missed
Martel's departure. Presently, returning
to Elsle’s door, slippera In  hand, she
listened again. Hearing no sound at all
above the New Year's Eve din in the
streets, se decided the quarrel had been
patched up. So ghe tiptoed back to her
own room and noce more prepared to go
to bed,

John Leonard,
Darlev's, looked

at a corner table In
at his watch fop the
tenth time. Martel was already 11 min-
utes late for the appointment.

“Eleven fortv-one!" he murmured. "It
this is a sample of Martel's efficleney 1
might better have plcked out another
assistant. He-"*

Through the croawd of guests Fdwin
Martel thrust his way to Leonard's ta-
ble.

“I'm sorry to be so late, he apologized,
breathing heavily as If from & hard run.
“1 was detained. 1 went teo say good-by

to the girl I'm engaged to. She didn't
want me to go. And-—"
“You're a lucky man!' commented

Leonard bitterly. “The girl I'm engaged
to was perfectly willing to have me go.
Indeed, she hinted that she doesn’'t care
if she never sees me again.'

“Hard luck!” sympathized  Martel,
“But, at that, it's better than having
pne's aweetheart threaten to kill herself
hecause one ls golng awav.'

“IMd your sweetheart do that?' asked
Leonard in wonder. “Lord, but I enwy
you! Mine practically turmed me out of
her house and threw my ring at me. You
don't know what a treasure you have,
I'd glve all my money to be In your
shoes—to have some woman really care
hecause I'm golng to leave her.”

“And I'd glve all the money T never
expect to have" returned Martel, “to
have had FElsie spare me the scene I've
just been through. Tears and reproaches
aren’t pleasant eouvenirs to carry away
on a long journey.'

““Then why carry them with you?”
asked Leonard.

“What do you mean?*

“At the end there's really nothing
worth whilé, except love. The man who
has that, has everything. The man who
hasn't it, has nothing. There s a gtrl
sobbing her heart out because you're
going away. Take my advice. Go
strailght back to her.”

“Back to her?"

“Yes,"” eald Leonard. "Go back to her.
Try to reconcile her to your golng. If
you can't, then wait and join me by a
later boat. A few cays' delay won't do
any harm. And It may serve to make her
see things d!Merently.”

“But 1I-"

“It's worth while, I tell you,” said
Leonard vehemently. I know—I who no
longer have any woman's love. Dg as I
advise. Go back to her. I'll wait for
you on the pler. If you aren't there at
salling time I'll know you've taken my

vice about giving her a few days more

your society. 1'll go ahead and I'll
expect you by the next boat. Hurry,

mused Mre | elers were making night

| were in evidence.

il

|
|

held |into her own head should she break in

wpon the scene of carnage,
S0 she fled down the passageway and
down the siairs and out into the mid-

Go ahead and shoot | night city.,

In the studio street, a throrg of rev-
hideous with |

their racket. Horns, rattles. confettl,
“ticklers." cowbells, tloker-tape, and a
doken  other temper-wrecking devices

A mimic battle had
gprumg up In the middle of the walk.
Groups of bystanders, on thelr way to
restaurants, had halted to lauch at the
spectacte, A pez-poft policeman looked
on with tolerant grin,

Suddenly, the pollcoman drew himself
up and saluted, as n man and a woman
In evening drese paused near him to
watch the fun, Patrolman O'Brien had
a8 good memory for faces. And this man,
with the sledner, falr-haired girl on his
arm. was Charles Morehouse Halloran,
the new district attorney who was to
take office tomorrow,

inlluran. stili new enough to police

| deforence to be gratified by it, returned

1l

But Elsle sprang | gipee!

1

]
|
]
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the =alute.
“You ses” whispered Margarct, "“Al-
ready you're famous. A year ago, that

bMuceoat would have ord-red you to move
cn. Now, he =alutes vou as if you were
the President*

“Perhaps,” gallantly suggested Hal-
loran, “he |s saluting the beauty of my
new secretary. He—"'

Mrs. Wizgs, plowing her wav, in flus-
tered manner, through the crowd, flung

haven't a second 10 | jerself at Patrolman O Brien.

“OMeer?” she equalled. “"There's been
urder done bark here, not two minutes
Come guiek!™”
“Murder?™ repeated O Brlen,
Who™'

“Back at the studio bulldin.' You know

“Where?

the place. Misg Elsie Drayvton, one of
our tenants. Ehe's just Leen szhot by
Mr. Martel. He's the man who's been

keepin' company with her.
reled, romething terrible,
An fust now he shot her
clock was a-etrikin® twelve, I—"

VBrien walted for no more. He began
to push a path throuzh the jolly crowd
that hemmed in so thightly.

They quar-
this evenin’.
Just as the

“Way, there!” he bellowed, trying to
make himself heard above the din of
cowbell, horn, and rattle. "Let us
through'"

“Officer!” spoke Halloran. at his side,
“take this young lady and myself with
you, It iz midnizht; and my official du-
tles can begin with the first murder of
the new year.™

“Certainly, =ir.' azreed O'Brien, con-
voving them slowly through the pack of
people. “Come nlong If you like."

“Do you mind?" Halloran asked Mar-
garet Graeme, “You know vou must
get ueed to such things, If yYou are to be
my secretary.”

“0f course., I don't mind,” she assured
him, excited at the prospect, "and I can
be of help by taking notes for you. Oh,
why cnn't we move faster? We're sim-
rly erawling.”

“You're lucky we can move at all,
miss, sald the pollceman, over his shoul-
der, In & mob like this."

Five minutes later, Martel entered El-
gle Drayton'e studio. On the floor, under
the dim-turned light, lay the body of
the glr! from whom he had parted a bare
half hour before. Near-by gleamed the
revolver.

With a erv, Martel Aung himself on
his knees beside the dead woman. Her
body was still warm. 'He got to hia feet
and stared dumbly at her. Scarce know-
ing what he did, he plcked up the re-
volver—and recognized it as his own.

Out into the hallway he reeled, with
some vague idea of shouting for help.
But horror had, for & moment, stricken
him dumb. Scarcely had he started down
the passage when he saw several people
hurrying toward him from the head of
the stalrs. One of them was a pollceman.
Martel darted back into the room, to
show them the way.

Turning, just Inside the doorway, he
faced the policeman whoe had entered
at his heels. The overgsealous officer,
anxious to show off his prowess to the
new district attorney, leaped at Martel
and grappled with him.

Martel, utterly taken back., instinctive-
ly defended himself, but a w from
the policeman's nightstick knocked him
sengeless.

He came to himself in station house
cell, Next morning he faced a charge of
murder.

The public agreed that Halloran began
his official dutiea as district attorney by
extremely prompt end efficient worg In
the Martel case. Not only had he wvis-
ited the scene of the murder within ten
minutes after the commission of the
crime, and had been present at the pris-

cember 31 he called on her, alledgedly to

|*ay good-by before starting for Brazil on

the Leonard expedition. Mrs Wiggs,
janitrees of the studio bullding in which
Mise Drayton lived, heard the sounds of
violent quarreling as she passed along the
hall outside of the victim's apartment.

“Bhe heard Miss Drayion call out in
terror: “‘Don’t! You're killing me! and
afterward heard her cry defiantly, ‘Shoot
me! Go ahead and shooi me! Half an
hour later, Mrs. Wiggs, In her own room.
heard a plercing scream. followed al-
most at once by a pistol shot.

“Rushing out Into the street to sum-
mon help. she returned presently with
Patrolman O'Brien, just as Martel, pis-
tol In hand, wus making his escape. At
slight of the policeman, Martel ran back
Irito the room. O'Brien followed him and,
after a fierce struggle, succeeded In over-
coming the murderer,

“Martel's defense, oddly enough, was
an alibl. It is established that the shoot-
ing occurred precisely on the stroke of
midnight. Martel admitted visiting Miss
Drayton on that evening, but declared
he left her apartment at 11:40 and did

Intervening time st Doriey's restaurant
with John Leonard and tiat he was tak-
ing his leave of lLeorard as the clock
struck 12

“Mr. leonard galled for Rarzil at two
in the morning. befors Marte! recovered
ronsclousneas after his tussle with the
policeman. All efforts, by the prisoners
attorneys, to locate Mr. leonard have
fulled, as he 8 in the ‘hinterland,’
berond the reach of telecraph

“It is needless to say. no credence was
placed In Martel's remarkab!e aiihi. since
all evidence points to the fact that he
did not leave Mims Dirayton's apartment
from the moment he first cntered it
until he attempted to escape after the
murder was commitied. The revolver
with which the viitim was killed, bare
Martel's name carved on the butt

“Great credit |s due o Distriet At-
torney C. M. Halloran for his brilliant
handling of the casc. and to his pretty
secretary, Mlss Margaret Graeme, for her
really noteworthy ald In bullding up the
Impregnable structure of evidence
ugainst the accused.”

John Leunerd read the badly crumpled
article with eyes abulge. He looked
again at the date, then groaned aloua.
An hour later he was on his way to the
nearest town that had s telegraph of-

fice, and thence, post-haste, to the
E'D-EL - LI

Margaret Graeme sat In the Ilihrary
of her father's house. A book lay on
her lap. But she was not reading.
The last few months had put prema-

ture lincs into her face, and there was
a new lock of melancholy—almost of
terror—in her eyes. .

And thus John Leonard, on his way
uptown from the ship, found her., EShe

roge 1o Ereet him as he entered the
1o0m. But he pald no heed to her
timldly outstretched hand or to her de-
precating smile of welcome His flirsy

curt words were:

“TI am too late. My cablegram was de-
layed sume how In Brazil. The operator
went on a spree, I suppose. I find it
never reached the district attorney until
this morning. 1 heard., by wireleas, yes-
terday, of Edwin Martel's execution.’™

“I}on‘t!"* she shuddered. “'Oh, let me
forget 1"

“Forget It?' he sald raspinzly. “"For-
get that you heiped send an innocent
man to his death? You will be lucky if
ever you can forget it. Or perhaps”™ he
sneered, “independent womanhood and a
rublic ‘career’ take no account of such
trifies as a judicial murder.”

“Dont.” she sald again, imploringly,
“Oh, John, do you suppose you can
make me feel worse than I do? When he
was sentenced he turned toward me and
Iooked me full in the eves. And his look
went through me like white-hot fron. All
at once I knew, whatever the evidence
aguinst him, that Edwin Martel was In-
nocent. 1 went to the district attorney
1 begged him—on my knees 1 begged hint
—to get Martel a reprieve until vou could
be heard from. Mr, Halloran just laugh-
ed at my plea and said: ‘Reprieve and
such legal delays are for rich men. Not
for poor guys who haven't cash or in-
fluence, 1f it wasn't for an occasional
poor man caught in its meshes, the law
would never have a fair chance and 1d
never make & record I reslgned my
pcoretaryvehip, that very minute, and
came back home. But [ can never undo
what I have done.™

“Never,” coldly assented Leonard
“The law has been matisfied. And justice
has been cheated. If Edwin Martel had
had money enough, he could have gotten
a delay until T came home. As he didn’t
—the law took its course. The law that
you gave me up for. The law whose
study you preferred to the honored posi-
tion of wife and mother.”

“(dh, John!" she wept. *I have sinned!
I have sinned horribly. But I've paid
I've paid! I've pald in tears, in anguish,
in heartbreak! Is there no forg!veness?
Can you never take me back and zZive
me anotoher chance? I'll spend my whole
life, trying to atone.”

Like granite his face was set, as he
gazed coldly down iInte hér Imploring
vyes. Then—between him and the woman
who so valnly entreated hid forgiveness
and love—a shadow scemed to flit. The
shadow of Edwin Martel. And the
shadowy lips seemed, to Leonard's ex-
clted fancy, to murmur;

“Forgive as you hope to be forgiven.
If 1 can forglve hér, cannot you?'

Involuntarily, leonard's sternly folded
arms opened, And the girl he loved crept
weeping into thelr tender shelter,

(End of Eighth Story.)

MUSIC AND MUSICIANS

Washington College of Munsie,

The tenth annual commencement exer-
cises of the Washinton College of
Music took place Tuesday afternoon
at the Belasco Theater.

The stage was a picture with |(ts
deep border of red and white flowers
and Its tall background of palms and
ferns. The entire college orchestra,
consisting  of forty numbers, Was
grouped around the two planos, and
the sixteen graduates were seated on
the right of .the stage. Memberg ot
the faculty., including 8. M. Fabian,
president; Frank: Norris Jones, vice
president. Mrs. Oldberg, Mr. Christiani
and Mr. Paul, were seated at the rear

oner’s arrest, but he had personally han-

dled every detall of the prosecution.
Moreover, he was aided, most intelli-

gently, by a young soclety woman, Miss

Margaret Graeme, whom he had appoint-'

ed as his personal secretary, and who,
it was said, worked day and night in per-
fecting the case against Elsie Drayton's
slayer.

The case itself semed clear enough. A
brief review of it, sent out by the Asso-
clated Press, was printed in a
newspaper which later was used as
“stuffing’’ for & box of supplies forward-
ed to an exploring expedition in the far-

of the stage.
Rev. Bernard Braskamp, pastor of
Gurley Memorial Preabyterian Church,

offered a short invocation, and 8 M.

Fablan presented the diplomas as fol-
lows:

Post graduate, George Dixon
Thoempson; artist's diploma, Isabelle
Norton Gladding, Alma Martha

Thomas, Jocelyn Myra Roberts: teach-
er's certificate, Florence Emily Quis-
enberry, Agnes Stuart Terrett, Cecile
Carter, Augusta Elise Bergmann, Ruth
Thornton Beavers, Margaretha Helene
Frieda Hauf. Isabel Garvin Shellay,
Amy law Ormesby; senlor

one of his as-

diploms, Fannie Elizabeth Grag, Jane
Darby, Elenore De Witt Eby, Adele
Robinson.

not return until 12:10, He sald he spent the |

graduate |

|direction of C. E. Christiani. Mrs
Shelley sang “Hark 'tis the Linet” by
Handel. George Thompson played
“Andante Splansto and Polonaise™
Op. 2, Chopin, with beautiful tech-

nique. This was followed by an
orchestra ber, Bymphony No. &,
“Unfinished,” by Bchubert Miss Berg-

mann sang “Elsa’'s Dream.,” Wagner,
and "The Valn Suit.” Brahms with fine
interpretation. Miss Haur, the one
violin graduate, played wvery credi-

tably, Concerto Op. 25, Bt showing
good tone and technigue

Miss Gladding followed with the
Saint-Saens Concerto, Op. 22. Her

work in this number showed that she
fully deserved her artist's diploma.
Mre. J. J. Toula, one of Mr. Paul's
pupils not taking a diploma sang “Von
Ewiger Liebe,” by Brahms. Mrs Toula
has appeared before at one of the col-
lege puplis’ concerts this winger, Her
‘pure contralto volce is most pleasing

Misse Quisenberry played Valse Op. 34,
(No. 1, Moszkowskl, in ecxcellent style
|Mre. Carter, the only graduste in the
elocution department, gave two selec-
| tions.

l The Misses Darby, Beavers and Gray
played the Lhree movements Allegro,
Adagio and Finale from Copcerto Op
40, Mendeissohn, with orchestra. This
was exiremely pleasing. Miss Thomas,
|wha showed such excellent work at
lasy year's commencement, and who
|took her artist's diploma this year,
|sang "With Verdure Clad.” Haydn lnq
“The Maja and the Nightingale'
Granados. Her volce has greatly im-
iproved with the additional yeary
‘work Her singing ir finer and has
imore depth of tone and her interpre-
| tatlon =hows more intelllgence Her
| Haydn number was especially good,
jshowing the exquisite gquality of her
 volce,

Master Harry Waller. a violin pupll
“of Mr. Christiani, and an under grad-

(uate in the college, played “Caprice
Viennols” by Kreisler and Obertass
Mazurka,” by Wienlawskl. It s

'seldom one hears such work from a
‘boy (he is only 15) His tone is
wonderful and hie technlque anga -
terpretation that of an artist Mina
Terrett played the Nocturne, F sharp
major, Chopin, and Prelude, C sharp
minor, very acceptably Mrr. Francea
Bethume Melby, a pupil of Mrs Old-
berg. mot graduating, sang threes
charming numbers Her beautiful
contralo volce never was more pleas-
ing, and her numbers were received
most enthusiastically by her many
friends in the audience and by thoss
twho had never had the plessure of
| hearing her before

Miss Eby played the Mendelssohn
Concerto, Op. 25, Presto, with the
orchestra. Miss Eby was the young-
est graduate in the class and her
playing deserves marked commenda-
tion. Her technique, Interpretation
and feeling showed great talent and
a promise of a successful musical
future. Mrs Roberts sang “Fleasant
Cradle Song.” Moussorg=ky. The pro-
gram was cobcluded with the “Thres
Dances from Henry VIIL" by the
orchestra. Mrs Oldberg  and Mr,
George Thompson played the accom-
paniments,

In the evening a reception and dance
was given at Rauscher’s. The ball-
rooms were handsomeiy decorated with
American flags and palms. Among the
large gathering of friends of the grad-
uates wag Miss Margaret Wilson and
a party of her friends, who enjoved
the dancing for more than two hours

Miss Helen “‘w_da Gantt. whe cone
ducts a studio on Capitol Hill, has pub-

liehed & new waltz of her own compo-
sition, entitied Valse Yvette The picos
has beern orchestrated by Mr. Henry

Smith, lesder of the Poll orchestra, and
i= un the program at that playhouss
this week.

Vineent Gives Reeftal.

A piano recital was given Saturday
eveninng at Mt Pleasant Congregational
Church by Clarence Vincent to & large
number of personal friends He wag
presented by Miss Helen Farrington, a
graduate of the McReynnlds schools of
this city. and a pup!l of Prof Malek of
Chicago. The rendition of the folloning
numbers was given with grace and pro-
ficlency:  Menuetto In B Minor, Schu-
bert: Aragonalse, Massenet. Comsolation,
and Hunting Song. Mendelssobn, First
Mazurke, Saint Saens; Minues, Bach-
MacDowell; Prelude in U Minor, and
Mazurka in B Flat, Chopin, Crescendo,
l.aason: Runeral Marceh, Chopin;, Fruh-
lingsrauvschen, Sinding Miss Helen Msac-
Leod-Clift, contralio. sant several pop-
ular selections ian her usual pleasing
manner. She was accompanied by Mra,
Macleod, planist Alr. Vincent 1= the
=on of Rev. Clarence A. Vincent, D D

pastor of Mt Pleasant Congregational
Church He graduated from Central
High School of this city in the class

of 1916, and in October will enter Oberlin
College.
Hart Recital Given,

by the puplis of Edwin
R lart, was given at the studio, 194
Calvert street, on Monday night Tha
program follows: Marche Militaire, Vic-
tor Beauchamp and Leon Roblines, Wave

A piano recital

side Tose, Miss Kate Rosenbloom;. Over-
ture, Poect and Peasant, Msaster Leon
Robbins; Scotch liance, Fred

The Bells, Miss Elsie White Tunrlm:.h
Missa Ruth Nichelson: Viclin Salo, Ber
ceause, Master Jerome Krick; accoms
panist. Miss Rose Kkrick. Sequedells,
Miss Mildred Hartman, Hide and Seek,
Master Morris Robin; Melody of Love,
Mizs Opal Horton; The Butterfly, Miss

Miidred Pimes;: Liebestraum, Misg
Eleanor North: Valse Arabesque, Miss
Lillian Hayden. Polonalse in A, Mr,
Leslie Duffy; Volre of Mornimg. Miss
Florence Walter; Paraphrasc Brilliant
(Oberun), Miss Marie VanHorn, Sllver

Nymph, Miss Irma Brown; Gypsy Dance,
Master Herald Luber; Exhibition Dane-
ing, Morris and Lilllan Robina

Comstock (?t_\-r- Recltal,

Oscar Frankiin Comstock gave his clos«
ing recital Tueaday night in his studio,
disclosing some fine volces, well-trained
and excellent interpretations. The song
cycle, which is full of humor and difficult,
was particuldrly enjoyable because of the
very distinct enunciation of all the sing-
ers. The complete program was as fol-
lows:

Gluseppeverdi—Ella glamma!
(Don Carlox) Harry M. Forker. Wolf-
Eang A Mozart—Rondo from D
minor Concerto, Miss Ella Sargent, of the
Faelton Plan School; second plano, Mr.
Comstock,; Charles W. Cadman—A Song of
Knighthood, Wilifred Sanderson—Love's
Journey, James P. Schick: Alfred R,
Gaul—Eye Hath Not Seen (The Haly
| City): Frances Wyman—Evening Hymn,
|Miss Mary I. E Hartley, Howard Flsher—
llook Down Dear Eves: James G. Mc-
| Dermid—If 1 Knew You and You Knew
| Me; Oley Speaks—Life: Thomas A Arne—
The Pretty Cresture, Harry M. Forker;
|Liza Lehman—Alice in Wonderland (song
leycle) Mrs.  Walter Chamblin, Mra
;Geortl P. Hoover, J. A. Bell, James P,

>

M'ama

Church of the Covenant Music.

The following musical program has been

|arranged for the Church of the Covenant
ithis evening., the program to be given
by Mrs. Edith Marmion Brosius,
harpist; Mrs. F. N. Howard, soprano;
Richard Lorleburg. ‘cellist; Herbert F.
Aldridge, precentor, and Louls Corning
;Atwau»r. organist.

Special program, beginning at 7@
o'clock: Organ solo, Mr. Atwater: harp
solo, “Mazurka,” (Schucker); soprano
|solo, “Some Unto Me.” (Coenen); 'cello
| solo, “Sarabande.” (Bach).
| During service: Soprano, “Savier, Lord

(Jesua™ (Ave Maria) (Schubert), (harp
and organ accompaniment, ‘cello
olblgato): trie for harp, ‘cello, and

newly The musical program opened with organ, “Adagic Cantabile ™




